The Dust 


everything dies 
withers and fades 
turns into dust 
on the fan blades 

made of particles 
of stuff, like hair 
gathering, settling 
everywhere 

finding it 1 s way 
into shelves and nooks 
it fills the pages 
of old books 

it's in the air 
in all the weathers 
I have a duster 
made of feathers 
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